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Emanuel Carnevali 

fices for you, ladies, of all the flesh and all the brains! O 
saloons ! 

My malediction on the cowards who are afraid of the word 
(the word is a kind sweet child, a kind sweet child!) — 
Malediction on the sacrifices of the dumb and deaf! 

Hesitating everywhere, hesitating fearfully, 

The few poets, they who weigh with delicate hands, 

Walk in the unfrequented roads, 

Maundering, 

Crying and laughing 

Against the rest. 

AFTERNOON 

Over our shoulders 
Your noisy anger, 

Elevated! 

1 walk in a fog of sleep, 

Not fearing to be awakened any more. 

Something queer to drink, 

Or going somewhere else, 

Another girl — 

These are the last visions of salvation. 

The dust has blinded 

The trees in the park. 

The gutters are loose mouths of the drunken Manhattan. 

Now at last give them up, your hungry and greasy 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And greedy romances. 

And you snobs, damn fools, remember you are sweating too. 

Now at last be all appeased 

In ugliness, 

Wallow in the heat, 

O sacred soul of the crowd. 

No one dies, don't be 

Afraid. 

Some life is left. 

See the will-o'-the-wisps of lewdness 

Burning in all the eyes. 

We are alive yet. 

See me scuttle on — 

Satisfied enough, 

Finding with my almost eager eyes 

Not-yet-known breasts and strange thighs 

In your sacred crowds, O Manhattan! 

EVENING 

Tender and young again, feminine, sky of the evening of 

summer is blushing. 
Round, long and soft like a draped arm, sky of the evening 

over the poor city resting. 
Spaces of cool blue are musing — 
They will hold all our sadness, O spaces of cool blue. 
O city, there lived in you once, O Manhattan, a man WALT 

WHITMAN. 
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